PEGASUS

once a beautiful woman; and \vhen her son was killed
by the arrows of the huntress Diana, she melted
all away into tears. And so the water, which you find
so cool and sweet, is the sorrow of that poor mother's
heart!"

"I should not have dreamed/' observed the young
stranger, "that so clear a well-spring, with its gush
and gurgle, and its cheery dance out of the shade into
the sunlight, had so much as one tear-drop in its
bosom! And this, then, is Pirene? I thank you,
pretty maiden, for telling me its name. I have come
from a far-away country to find this very spot."

A middle-aged country-fellow (he had driven his
cow to drink out of the spring) stared hard at
young Bellerophon, and at the handsome bridle which
he carried in his hand.

"The water-courses must be getting low, friend,
in your part of the world/' remarked he, "if you
come so far only to find the Fountain of Pirene. But,
pray, have you lost a horse? I see you carry the bridle
in your hand; and a very pretty one it is, with that
double row of bright stones upon it. If the horse was
as fine as the bridle, you are much to be pitied for
losing him."

"I have lost no horse," said Bellerophon, with a
smile. "But I happen to be seeking a very famous one,
which, as wise people have informed me, must be
found hereabouts, if anywhere. Do. you know
whether the winged horse Pegasus still haunts the

'75